FROM THE ORIGINAL

Cambridge or at most of the repertory theatres. Birming-
ham Repertory, however, made its productions once a fort-
night and Liverpool Playhouse once a month.
Salzburg that year was at the height of its social glamour,
of which the visitor was perhaps too constantly reminded.
Beside the music-lovers and the fashionable international
crowd, there was a gathering of critics from many countries
to discuss, without undue exertion, the furtherance of their
professional interests. I had been asked to represent the
London Critics' Circle, and accepted, although criticism
was no longer my work in the theatre, because it was a
pleasant way of meeting old colleagues and new writers
from many capitals. Being mostly accompanied by our
wives or other ladies, we went to the opera or the play in
congenial groups, attended a glittering midnight reception
at Reinhardt's castle, admired the groups of artificial foun-
tains at Hellbrunn which are called in German Wasserkimste
and in French theatres d'eau, and even made a collective
mountain ascent by a steep cable railway which was more
agreeable to go up than to come down. I made myself
unpopular at the steepest point, when many critical hands
were clutching nervously at seats, by mentioning the sorrow
which would be felt by the dramatists of Europe if by mis-
chance we should come down too quickly. But each evening
in the theatre it was good to see men who had made it a
professional rule never to appkud throw etiquette to the
winds and remain in the stalls insisting on one more curtain-
call for the artists. The operas were Don Juan and Fidelia ;
the pkys Sommernachtstraum in the Festspielhaus and Kabak
und Liebe in the town theatre. The Mozart was not very
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